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to do, bicycling back to their camps, thickly coated and
gloved in winter, half-naked and bronzed in summer,
singing as only Germans can, will recognize that here is
joyous youth, proud of its tasks, and believing in their
motto: " Work ennobles."

The best camp I saw was near Field-Marshal Goering's
country estate. It has been made almost entirely by the
boys themselves; door handles and brackets as well as
walls and roofs. The houses are on the border of the
lovely Lake Werbellinsee. Most rooms have some such
motto as "die Heimat ist Mutter deines Lebens, vergiss
das nie " (Don't forget that your country is the mother
of your life), or "Du hist nichts, dein Volk ist alles" (You
are nothing, your people everything). Pine forests come
to the very doors of the camp. Across the steel-grey water
rises a range of purple hills. Here is ski-ing, fishing,
canoeing, climbing, to vary the hard work of forestry; I
imagine life here must be a revelation to the town-bred
boy. The air is like champagne.

Labour Camps for girls are at present on a voluntary
basis, but are soon to be compulsory: they have an aver-
age membership of 25,000 each summer. Although they
are under the same administration, their work is entirely
different. The girls go into the peasants' homes to help
the wives of the farmers, look after children, milk cows,
and keep the home tidy. In the process they learn much
of life as well as of agriculture,

" Girls from cities, factories, and offices/' says Frau Gertrud
Scholtz-Klink, the leader of the German Women's Labour
Service, " who formerly sat reading novels and who thought
only of themselves, are now led back to the soil. They learn
responsibility. In 'husbandry there is no shirking, the work
is predominant, it stands before the individual (I/ because
if it is not completed, it takes revenge: the grain and turnips
rot, and the people go hungry.

" The reality so necessary to life, which makes us unselfish